The Lieutenant of Police is puzzled
finally fell back on the method of direct questioning. I was
hunting for buried treasure, he decided. He gave a glance
towards my saddle-bag. Would he like to see what I had
found; I asked. We had been digging in three places, but
all I had carried away of any interest at all was a skull. The
lieutenant, more intrigued than ever, watched with a long face
while the object was extricated from ray Burberry. I
presented it to him. I was taking it, I explained, to the Iraq
museum where people understood about such things.
The lieutenant was for the moment docile in my hands.
Having seen that his premises were wrong, he had none to
put in their place except such as I chose to suggest. And no
motives could be too eccentric for someone who travelled
about with a skull. He listened while I explained to him the
interesting problems of his country's history, and asked what
were my plans. To travel round the cemeteries of Shirwan
and Tarhan, said I. I had been delighted, I added, to see that
there appeared to be no danger on the roads of the Pusht-i-
Kuh: it was a safer country than Iraq. This pleased the police
lieutenant. The whole of Persia, he said, was safe from end
to end. It had been the only point, I remarked, which had
made me a little doubtful about journeying into Luristan:
now that he reassured me, I felt there was nothing to prevent
my going on. The lieutenant told me, untruthfully, that I
was free as air to go anywhere.
It is a matter of regret that I did not take him at his word
and start right away to cross the Saidmarreh. I knew at the
time that I was risking the whole journey by delay.
But I still expected my accomplice, and felt certain that no
chance would ever come again of visiting the valley of the
treasure if once I left its neighbourhood. To the lieutenant's
obvious relief, I told him that I was returning to the Musi
tribe that night. He and bis party, he said, would follow

